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A little girl with golden hair 

Sat erect in her great high-chair; 

She blew soap bubbles from a pipe in her 
hand, 

Then laughed, and directed them where to 
land. 


But the soap bubbles spoke up loud and 
clear: 

“Why, we have fairies inclosed in us, dear; 
Come, let them say to whom we shall go, 
For they love the. children who need us, 

you know.” 
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“Oh, goody for you,” wid the little girl, 
As she smiled through her dimples and 


golden curls; 


“You tell me where to blow each one 


And we shall have such a lot of fun.” 


First fairy: 


“Blow me over to Nannie Green: 


She is a veritable little queen. 

Her smile is bright both day and iii 

And the world around her is filled with 
light. 


Please blow me over to Nannie Green.” 


| 


Second fairy: 


“Blow me over to frolicsome Ruth, 
The little girl who has lost a tooth; 
_ She plays with the boys and makes a great 
noise 
While sharing and loving her dollies and 
toys. 
Please blow me over to frolicsome Ruth.” 
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Third fairy: 

‘Blow me over to Johnny Winn, 
The little chap with a peaked chin. 
The doctor says he is not very strong, 
But I'll make him see the doctor's wrong. 
Please blow me over to Johnny Winn.” 
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Fourth fairy: 
“Blow me over to Charley Lee; 
He needs to get acquainted with me. 
I see him wearing an ugly frown, 
And I can make it come tumbling down. 
Please blow me over to Charley Lee.” 


Fifth fairy: 
“Blow me over to Aurelia Drew: 
She is so gentle and noble and true. 
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I'll touch so lightly her auburn hair 
That she'll fall asleep without a care. 
Please blow me over to Aurelia Drew. 


The little girl with golden hair 

Grew drowsy sitting in her great high- 
chair; 

The soap-bubble pipe fell out of her hand: 
She had gone to sleep in Bye-lo-land. 
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E:- BELL 


Molly’s words tumbled out after each other so fast that she had 
to stop to get her breath. She looked at her pretty mother with 
surprise, for her mother did not seem to be listening. Then Mollie 
turned to her grandmother, quite sure of her interest in the exciting 
story which she had been telling. But Grandma’s face had what 
Molly called her buttoned-up look, which meant that her thoughts 
were far away. 

It was very quiet in the cool dining room, and Molly wriggled 
impatiently. She sugared her strawberries and poured little cascades 
of cream over them, but she was still too full of her story really 
to enjoy them. 

“Sadie does act awfully in school, and today when the teacher 
caught her copying Bessie’s answers in arithmetic, | was as glad as 
glad! My, there was a fuss! I despise cheating,” Molly ended 
virtuously. 

Grandmother glanced at the clock ticking along gaily in its 
little gilt case on the mantle. 


““Well, Molly dear, I see you are going to need a bag to carry 
to school, and | believe I just have time to make it.” 

Molly’s eyes sparkled with interest. “What kind of a bag? 
Will it be pretty >” 
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“No, not very, but it’ll be useful.” Grandma began sorting 
over pieces of cloth briskly, and at last she chose a dull brown and 
sewed it up swiftly, her needle flashing in the sunlight. 

Molly watched her as she put the gathering string in, and 
wondered at Grandmother’s taste. It was not only a plain bag— 
it was ugly. How the girls would laugh if she carried that to school. 

She took it from her grandmother’s hand and said in a small 
polite voice: ““Thank you; but what am I to do with it?” 


Occasionally Grandmother suggested that Molly look inside the bag. 


“Carry tales in it.” Grandma’s voice was as friendly as usual, 
but her brown eyes were a little misty. 

“Carry tales>?’’ Molly asked doubtfully. 

“Yes, dear. You know we all are really one, so I don’t 
want my little girl to repeat unkind stories about her schoolmates. 
But if you must carry a tale home just pop it into the bag and get 
it out of your head.” 

Molly turned a bright pink; she remembered the silence that 
had greeted her story, and she began to understand the reason 
wt ~_ silence. She folded her bag and tucked it among her school- 

s. 

She and Grandmother played the little game for weeks. Grand- 
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mother always opened the bag and peered inside and Molly would 
ask: “Anything there today >?” 

a thing, dear.” 

Molly’s busy little tongue did not learn all at once to say 
kind, pleasant things, but when she started to criticize her friends 
or repeat what she had heard about them, her grandmother would 
say with a funny little smile: 

“Quick, dear, get your bag and tie that story in tight!” and 
Molly would blush and change the subject. 

After a while the bag rarely needed to be taken from its 
hook, for Molly found many amusing things to tell without repeating 
anything disagreeable. 

Occasionally Grandmother suggested that Molly look inside the 
bag, and there she would find a packet of delicious fudge, a dainty 
handkerchief or some other pretty little gift. 

As she hugged and thanked her grandmother, that sweet lady 
whispered little messages that Molly never forgot, and the one that 
she liked best was this: 

“Always remember dear, that a mind or a bag can hold any- 
thing, but it’s nicer to find something sweet and pleasant in either 
than something mean or ugly.” 


UNITY GOOD WORDS CLUB 


Unity has a Good 
Words Club. The 
rE purpose of this club 
jE is to teach its members to use only 

3% good words, words that will make 
7h for usefulness and happiness. 

: The Good Words Club 
lis w4i_ ture of the pin that is made for 
\ members of the club. There are 
\ no membership dues. Love offer- 

irustwisdom goodness 00 ords Club em- 
| blem, the official badge of the or- 
Y ganization, and an artistic pledge 

card in colors are sold to those 
who want them. They are helps in the fulfillment of the club principles. The 
emblem is in gold, outlined in blue enamel, with the words, ‘Speak no evil,’ at 
the top, and “G. W. C.” at the bottom. The wall pledge card, artistically 
pan ig in four colors, is suitable for framing. Prices: emblem, $1.50; pledge 


card, $.25. 
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Re. OFS THE SHOSHONE INDIANS ~~ > 
by EDWARD GOWAR 


Part II 


There dwelt in another part of the village a man with two 
daughters. They had no mother, and the elder of the two was unkind 
to her sister. When the father was away, she was in the habit of 
ill-treating the younger girl, whose name was Sacajawea. 

The elder sister 
cast upon Sacajawea all 
the hard work of the 
wigwam; and often, 
when the fire was burn- 
ing and her sister was 
bending over it, attend- 
ing to the cooking, she 
crept stealthily behind 
Sacajawea and pushed 
her into the hot cinders, 
so that her hands and 
her hair, and even her 
face, were burned and 
disfigured. 

If the father, on 
returning, asked how 
these burns and bruises 
had occurred, the sis- 
ter declared that the 
younger one had been 
careless and weil and caused them 4 and then, if Sacajawea 
denied this, her sister would beat her after the father had gone. 

One day the father returned from his hunting earlier than usual. 
The elder sister was away, gossiping in the village. Poor Sacajawea 
was sitting alone in the wigwam, ‘rubbing the bruises on her body 
where her cruel sister had beaten her. As she wept, she told her father 
her trouble. 

The father said: “Your sister shall be punished. For see! I 
have brought home with me a necklace of wonderful wampum beads, 
which will enable any one who wears it to see the invisible chief who 


dwells in the beautiful lodge by the lake. I had intended to give it 
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to your sister, but now it shall be yours instead.” He placed the neck- 
lace about Sacajawea’s neck, and went away. 

Soon the elder sister returned to the wigwam, and immediately 
noticed the necklace which Sacajawea was wearing. She roughly de- 
manded to know whence her sister had obtained it. 

When the younger girl had told how it had been given to her by 
their father and of the strange power possessed by the beads, the elder 
one snatched it from her neck, in a fury, crying: 

“Give it to me! Of what possible use could it be to you? Even 
if you should see the invisible chief, do you imagine that he would think 
of marrying an ugly, deformed, burnt creature like you? Fie upon 
you! I wonder that you are not ashamed of yourself for thinking of 
such a thing. Give me the beads!” 

She tore the beads from her sister’s neck, and threw them about 
her own neck with such violence that she broke the fine sinew upon 
which the precious wampum beads were strung, and they were scattered 
all about the floor of the wigwam. 

This made the elder sister more unkind than ever; she set Saca- 
jawea to picking up and stringing the beads again. Meanwhile, the 
elder sister adorned herself in her best garments in which to appear at 
the invisible chief's lodge. 

Sacajawea made what haste she could to gather up the beads. 
When she had finished threading them, she meekly handed the neck- 
lace to her sister, getting a slap in return for her pains. 

Then the elder sister, dressed in all her finery and wearing the 
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wonderful wampum beads around her neck, set off to the village to dis- 
play herself, and to boast of what she would do when she became the 
bride of the invisible chief. 

After her sister had departed, and there was no one to see her, 
Sacajawea threw herself down upon the ground, rocking herself to 
and fro, and crying softly to herself because 
of her pain and disappointment. Suddenly, 
she caught sight of something glittering in a 
corner of the wigwam. 

It was a single wampum bead, which 
had escaped her notice when she gathered 
up the broken necklace from the ground. 

A faint hope sprang within her breast 
that even this one bead might enable her 
to see the invisible chief. But then came the 
distressing thought that she had no fit clothing 
in which to present herself before the chief. 
For her one poor garment consisted only of 
an old robe, made from a skin riddled with 
holes. 

Determined, however, that this should 
not prevent her from trying to see the won- 
derful chief, Sacajawea set about making 
herself a rough kind of skirt from some thinly 
peeled birch bark. She decorated the skirt 
with a few colored quills and bright feathers—her only treasures. A 
clumsy cloak, made from the same material, covered her shoulders, and 
she wore a pair of her father’s old moccasins upon her feet. About 
her neck she placed a thin leather thong, upon which she had threaded 
the one wampum bead. Dressed in this poor costume, she set out to- 
ward the great chief's lodge. By this time, it was nearly sundown. 


(To be continued) 


LITTLE 


CAROLINE B. BoURGARD 
Let me be thine 


As thou art mine, 
O Christ divine. 
Amen. 
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RANCES: 
HOOD AND SOCKS FOR BABY DOLL 


Have you heard any of your baby dolls say that we have been 
neglecting them of late when we have been making pretty things? 
Perhaps they are too well-behaved to complain, because their little 
mothers have set them such a good example. Just because they have 
been patient and good, we are going to have several lessons on making 
pretty things for the doll babies. In this lesson we are going to learn 
to crochet a hood and some socks; and, in the next lesson, a sack to 
match these and to keep Baby Doll warm when you take her to ride on 
spring days. Then after these are made, we shall make some little 
white slips and dresses for spring. 

The doll baby whose likeness appears on the next page, had her 
picture taken for you, to show you how pretty these little garments 
really are. She came, on Christmas day, to the home of a dear little 
girl who loves Wee Wisdom. The little girl named her Frances, for 
the one who had carried the dolly on a long journey in her trunk. The 
one who brought her named her Jane, for the little girl. So her name 
is Frances Jane. 

Frances Jane is a chubby little baby, sixteen inches long. There 
must be among your doll family one about this size that these garments 
will fit. Keep her near you as you work, so that you can better 
fit her. You may choose the color of wool that you like. Frances 
Jane looks lovely in pink. Perhaps you can find the ten-cent balls of 
Shetland floss; if so, you will need four balls, with which to make all 
the pieces that we are going to crochet. You will need also a medium- 
sized bone crochet hook and about two yards of No. 2 satin ribbon. 

We shall make the hood first. Remember not to crochet too 
loose. We shall start by making 4 ch. Put your hook through the 
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first ch and draw wool through loop on hook. This makes a ring. 
Ch 2 and in the ring make 17 dc. A dc is made by throwing the wool 


over twice and cro- 
cheting the loops off 
two at a time. Ch 
4. Then put your 
hook under the 2 ch 
and draw the wool 
through the loop on 
the hook. This is a 
sl st. Ch 3. For the 
second row, make 
1 dc in each of the 
17 de with | ch be- 
tween each. SI st un- 
der 3 ch. Then ch 
3. Third row: | de 
under the same 3 ch. 
Ch 1. Now make 2 
dc under each | ch 
of last row, always 
making | ch after 
making the 2 de. Sl 
st under 3 ch, and ch 
3. Fourth row: 
Make exactly like 
the third row. Sl st 
under 3 ch, and ch 3. 
Fifth row: Make 2 
dc under same ch sl 
st was made under, 
ch 1. Make 3 dec 
under next | ch, then 
ch 1. Keep on un- 
til there are 13 
groups of these 3 dc. 
Ch 4 and turn. Sixth 
row: | dc on second 
of 3 dc, ch 1, 1 de 
under | ch of last 
row, ch I, | dc on 


second dc. Continue like this to end of row , ch 4, and turn. Seventh 
Then make | dec under each ch of the 


row: | dc under 4 ch, ch I. 


16 
pe 
est 
} 
| 
/ 
a 
| 
: 
he 
Frances Jane 


WEE WISDOM 17 


row, with | ch between. Ch 4, turn. Make as many rows like this 
last one as are needed to fit Doll Baby’s head. Then make a row like 
it all around the bottom of the cap. You could make a hood for a 
very much larger doll by crocheting several rows all around the cap. 

We are ready now to make the outside edge, which looks like a 
frill. It is made by making 4 sc (do not throw the wool over the hook 
for this stitch) under each of the | ch all around the cap with 5 ch 
between each of them. This done, break the wool and draw it through 
the last stitch to fasten it. Frances Jane’s cap has a pompon on the top, 
like the ones that you 
learned to make in the 
November (1923) Wee 
Wisdom. If you prefer 
you can make a rosette of 
loops of ribbon. Then run 
the ribbon all around the 
top, in and out the spaces. 
If the hood does not fit 
snugly around the back of 
your doll’s head, run the 
ribbon in there also, tack- 
ing at the corners. Now 
the hood is ready to tie un- 
der your baby’s chin, and 
we shall start on the little 
socks. 

Frances Jane is such 
a chubby little baby that it 
took 32 ch to fit around 
her leg just below the 
knee. You may make 
any number of ch that fit 
comfortably around your sa 
dolly’s leg, but do not Hood 
make the chain too loose. Join in a ring like you did the hood. Ch 
2. First row: | dc in each chain of the ring. Sl st under ch 2, and 
make 2 ch. Second row: Make | dc in each dec of last row to the next 
to the last dc. We shall crochet these two stitches together to narrow 
the sock. Throw wool over, pull loop from under next dc, put hook 
under last dc, drawing through loop of wool, then crochet 3 loops, 
then 2 loops. Sl st under 2 ch, then ch 2. 

We shall make 6 more rows like this, narrowing at the end of 
each row. See how this fits your dolly. If the sock it not long enough, 
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add some plain rows without narrowing. If too long, of course you 
will not make so many narrowed rows. Before you make the next 
row find the middle stitch and stick a pin in it. Make one dc on each 
dc up to the third from the center. In each of the next 7 de make 2 dc, 
then | dc in each dc to end of row. SI st under 2 ch, ch two. Make 
another row like this, then 
2 rows with | dc on each 
dc. Turn wrong side out, 
lay flat together, put hook 
through top of a stitch on 
each side, pull wool 
through these and the loop 
on hook. Crochet the two 
sides together in this way 
to the end, break wool, 
and fasten. 

At the top of boots 
we shall make a row of 
beading for our ribbon. 
Fasten wool at back, ch 
5, skip 2 dc, | de on next 
de, ch 2, skip 2 dc, | de 
on next de, continuing this 

Boots ; way all around. Sl st un- 
der 5 ch, ch 5. Make 2 sc under each of the 2 ch of last row with 
5 ch between each sc. Break wool and fasten. Run the ribbon 
through the beading and after the socks are on Dolly, tie in pretty bows 
tightly enough to keep her from kicking them off. 

In the next lesson we shall learn to make the sack. This will 
be easy for you, because you have done this lesson well. Does it not 
feel good to do things and to do them well, to hear something in you 
say to you: “You did that well” > That is worth trying for, is it not? 
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THOUGHTFUL ALICE BELL 


VioLAS BELKNAP 
Framingham, Mass. 


One day Alice Bell said to her mother: ““Oh, how I wish I could 
have a lollypop!” 

“Well,” said her mother thoughtfully, “if you will do the dishes 
I will give you a nickel so that you may get a lollypop.” 

“Oh, goodie!” cried Alice Bell; “I will, I will.” So when the 
dishes were washed and wiped Alice Bell started down the street to 
the confectionery store. 

Suddenly she heard somebody crying; she stopped and looked 
around. There sat a tiny girl crying as if her heart would break. 
“‘What is the matter?” exclaimed Alice Bell, running to her. 

“Oh! Oh!” cried the child, not looking up. “A boy tore my 
paper dollies all up.” 

Alice Bell thought a moment; she did want a lollypop. 

““Never mind,” said Alice Bell; “come with me and I will buy 
you some more paper dolls and then you can go home.” 

So they went to the store and bought some pretty new paper 
dollies. Oh, how glad the little girl was! 

When Alice Bell told her mother what had happened to her 
nickel, her mother said that she was very proud of her small daughter. 
Then Alice Bell’s mother sent her back to the store to get the largest 
lollypop that she could find. 


MY PET 
JeEssiE EDGERTON (14 years) 
W. Lafayette, Ind. 


Any one who has never loved an animal, or been loved by one, 
has missed something very precious in his life. To have a dog or a 
cat gaze adoringly into your face, saying quite plainly with his eyes, 
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“T love you,” is to know a great joy. I pity those who have never 
known this joy. 

A year ago my beloved cat, then a kitten, came mewing into my 
back yard and straight into my heart. I fed and cared for the kitten 
until it became settled that I could keep him. 

At that time he was a pitiful looking little animal. He was ex- 
tremely thin; his back, his tail, and part of his head were a brownish 
black, the rest of him was white, a very dirty white. However, when 
puss had had a bath, he was a very beautiful cat. After he became fat, 
he was adorable. 

Toodles, as we call him, is now more than a year old, and is 
very big and strong. We would not part with him for any amount of 
money. He is a very loving cat; indeed, he loves every one, though 
he is timid when he meets a stranger. 

A friend of ours gave Toodles, as a Christmas gift, a little gray 
catnip-stuffed mouse, with a rubber tail. The fun my cat has with it! 
Every morning, after he has had his breakfast, he plays with his mouse 
until he falls asleep. 


Toodles and I send love to all the Wees and to all the Wees’ pets. 


A PERFECT NIGHT 


ISABEL LAMBERTON 
Rockville, Md. 


It is a perfect night. The air is stirring a little. The moon is 
shining in all its glory. The stars are twinkling at each other. Some 
hay across the way has just been cut, and fills the air with fragrance. 
Some little bugs with lights on their tails are flying among the trees. 
The birds are hushed and their little ones are sleeping. Every now and 
then a dog yelps at the moon or at some passer-by. I sit on the stone 
bench and oh, how sweet and quiet the world seems—except for the 
distant rumbling of a train. I think of what has happened during the 
day and suddenly I realize how wonderful is the world which God 
has perfected. I feel that I too must do something wonderful. 


A PRAYER 


MarcareT Forp (11 years) 
Baltimore, Md. 


Our Father who art in heaven, 

Help me in my daily work; 

Help me to be kind to those who are poor; 
Help me to obey thy word. Amen. 
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A LESSON 


LoRENE Curtis (13 years) 
Spickard, Mo. 


Tommy Smith was a boy of thirteen summers. His father was a 
farmer and Tommy did not like to help about the farm. Mr. Smith 
told Tommy, one evening at the supper table, that he would have to 
lead the stacker horse the next day. Tommy muttered something and 
went to bed feeling very much abused. 

It was. very hot the next day and, as usual, Tommy was grum- 
bling. Then he noticed that Harold Jones—a young man of sixteen, 
who was hired to rake hay—was singing, laughing, and talking, in 
spite of the hot day. 

Tommy asked Harold why he did not notice the heat. “Oh,” 
Harold replied, “I just don’t think about it. If I had it on my mind 
as you have I’d get hot, too.” 

That gave Tommy a lesson. He made himself forget all about 
the weather and he did not even perspire. . 


FIRST SIGN OF SPRING 


JEAN R. Kincssury (9 years) 
Yonkers, N. Y. 


What is the very first sign of spring? 
The robin! 
The robin! 
The robin! 


And oh! it sings as the first song of spring: 
Cheer up! 
Cheer up! 
Cheer up! 


THE MYNA BIRD 


Betty MEIER (12 years) 
Hilo, Hawaii 
Myna bird fly, 
Myna bird fly, 
Over the fields and mountains high. 


Fields so green, 
Fields so green, 
I am your little mountain queen. 
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GOING TO MILL 
1.0.8. 


I take my wheat along the street 
That leads me to the mill; 
The wooden wheel makes flour and meal, 


When turned by busy rill. 


The white cliffs rise against the skies, 

The large clouds drift away; 
My heart is: light, my spirits bright; 
This is my holiday. 


The clear sun shines beyond the pines, 
The water splashes down; 

The miller kind my grain will grind, 
While I play in the town. 
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ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you wrote it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you copy 
anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Since I asked you for help for my father and my 


uncle their business has doubled. I am very thankful for all you have done 
for us.—Robert A. Richardson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I was sick in bed. A lady sent you to me and you 
have helped me out a lot. I say The Prayer of Faith every night and every 
morning. All of the stories are so good that I really cannot tell which I like 
best.— Eileen Mullaly. 

Dear Friends—I like Wee Wisdom very much, especially Aunt Joy’s 
Nature Talks. I took four copies of Wee Wisdom to school and the teacher 
is using them in the classes. One day I was sent to the store to buy some milk. 
I lost the money but I asked God to help me and then I found the money.— 
Howard Willsie. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken Wee Wisdom for five years. I like 
all the stories and the poems but I like the demonstrations best, I think. The 
other night Mother said that her back was aching. I said The Prayer of Faith 
and the Lord’s Prayer. The next morning Mother said: ‘“‘My back is better than 
it has been for weeks.” —Louise Durand. 


‘wii 
= SS — 


24 WEE WISDOM 


Dear Wee Wisdom—My brother and I prayed for a collie dog, and she 
came. Then we prayed for a little girl, and she came. Then we. all prayed for 
a _ three-year-old-girl, and we got her. They are boarders.—Olive Ellen 
Schram. 

Dear Secretary—Before I began to study Unity I thought that I was sick, 
but now I know that I am not sick and was not sick then. I like to read Wee 
Wisdom because it has such nice stories. I love the Sunday school and I love 
to go to the socials, for we have such nice times together.—Margaret B. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I thank you for the prayers which I received for 
school work and memory; I am doing much better in both. I think that Wee 
Wisdom is splendid. I like the Booster Club and all the letters.—Helen 
Branstetter. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Since I have quit eating meat I have become happier, 
healthier, and wiser than ever. Here are two verses that I made myself: 


Good folks are happy, 
Bad ones sad, 
Good folks glad, 


Bad ones sad. 


If you behave well when small 
You will be glad of it when tall. 
—John Robert Stipp. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Since you started to pray for me I am getting along 
better. I watch for your book every month, as I like to read your stories.— 
Catherine Rouden. 


Dear Wees—I am nine years of age. I go swimming at Detroit Athletic 
Club. I went to the summer camp in Canada.—ZJunior Earle. 

Dear Wees—I think The Prayer of Faith is fine and I also appreciate 
the “Lessons for Young Students,”’ especially the lesson in the December issue, 
“Claiming Your Own.”’—Beatrice Benway. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very thankful to hear that I have a year’s sub- 
scription to Wee Wisdom from a friend. I love the poems in Wee Wisdom. 
They mean something to me. The stories that the children write are very good. 
—Lena Van Spankeren. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love Busy Sunbeams and I am going to make the 
needlework for each month. I also love your Bible lessons and The Prayer of 
Faith; they teach me to love God more and to believe in him. When any- 
thing hurts or troubles me I say The Prayer of Faith—Adina Straughn. 

Dear Editor—I say The Prayer of Faith every night and it does me lots 
of good. I hope Wee Wisdom will reach other children besides me in Paris. 
My grandmother sends Wee Wisdom to me, as I am traveling.—Evelyn B. 
Payne. 

Dear Unity—I feel that I am getting better since I am taking Wee Wis- 
dom. It gives me courage to be a better boy in every way. I would not give 
up Wee Wisdom for anything. I want my life to be more like Jesus’ every 
day. One of my favorite stories is, ““The Fairies of Unity Forest.”—Roy 
W. Wilson, jr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom Editor—I received Wee Wisdom as a Christmas 
gift. I like Imelda Octavia Shanklin’s poems and the Young Authors’ de- 
partment. I intend to be an author myself, so I am very much interested in that 
kind of work. I think the young authors have talent—Virginia Ford. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I thank you for your help. I live in a big and 
wonderful house and mother and father are so kind. We have lots of cards with 
mottos like this printed on them: “Do it Now.” My brother and I have 
drawers of our own that we can put our toys in. My brother and I play marbles 
together; we also play football, croquet, tag, hide-and-go-seek, and we wrestle. 
We have a large porch where we play the phonograph and indoor games.— 
George Noble. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I always look forward 
to the tenth of the month, for I know that you will come. I am sending you to 
three of my “pals” for Christmas this year.—Wéinifred M. Britt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The Prayer of Faith has helped me more than any- 
thing else in your magazine.—John R. Stipp. 

Dear Friends—I am very happy when I read Wee Wisdom. You have 
helped me in many ways. You help me in my lessons at school— Emma Boodie. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for eleven months and I could 
not enjoy you more.—WMildred York. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Our teacher helped us to organize a Booster Club. 
We have twenty-three members. Our teacher takes Wee Wisdom and she lets 
us read the stories in it—Alice Friedl, Harwood, Tex. 

Dear Unity Friends—I want to tell you how much I enjoy Wee Wisdom. 
I like all of it, but I like the rimes more than some of the other things. I es- 
pecially like Table Blessings, because they teach me to be more grateful day 
by day for all the good of life. Following is a little verse which Daddy taught 
my little brother and me, and which we all repeat at mealtime. 

Lord, we thank thee for the rain and the shine; 
Food, health, and all things divine. 
Through life this blessed truth we'll heed: 
The bountiful Giver serves our need. 
—Marion M. Deininger. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mamma reads you aloud to us, all but the Young 
Authors’ department, and we children take turns in reading that. I have been 
waiting for some time to join the Booster club and now Mamma says that I may, 
as she wants me to scatter sunshine.—Madeline Cudmore. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We organized a Wee Wisdom club last week with 
fifteen members. The children are all much interested.—Mrs. G. C. H. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The Prayer of Faith helps me very much. I love 
to read the stories and to look at the pictures.—Rosetta Smith. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am so interested in your stories and poems that I 
read them over and over.—Edna I. Pellet. 

Dear Wees—I like to read your letters. I like the lead poems best.— 
Joy Wisevald. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Magic Pillows, Home Tots, Puzzle Page, 
and the poems. I read Home Tots to my two sisters and to my brother. This 
is a poem I wrote: 

We have time to read, 
We have time to write, 
And we have time to eat our meals, 
And to go to bed at night. 
—Elizabeth Myers. 
* Dear Wee Wisdom—I read you every night before I go to bed. I like 
“**Peter Pan” and “‘Home Tots” best. You help me very much.—Roberta 
Musgrove. 
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Dear Unity—I am keeping up with the prayers that you sent me. There 
is plenty of sunshine in our home and everywhere else that I go. I look at the 
puzzle page first and I take some of the puzzles and see if the other girls can 
guess them. We are to have a history test Friday and I am saying The Prayer 
of Faith, so that I cannot fail this month—Grace Sallters. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Wee Wisdom keeps me happy. When I am sad 
it makes me glad, it is my friend. ‘When I am lonesome, reading your poems 
and prose makes me happy. When I get sick I say The Prayer of Faith—Con- 
stance Fleming. 

Dear W ees—I like to read the Booster letters. I like best the Bible lessons 
and the Magic Pillow verses. I learn the Magic Pillows by heart every month. 
I read the stories to my little brother. I have taken Wee Wisdom only three 
months, but I love it very much.—Constance O’Brien. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—yYou have helped me very much. My mother, my 
father, and my sister love you. I enjoyed the Christmas stories and poems. 
take Wee Wisdom to school and my teacher reads it to all in the room.—Sarah 
Ethel Jones. 

Dear Unity—I think Wee Wisdom is a very good book. I enjoy reading 
Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks and the puzzle page. I had a nice Thanksgiving day 
but we had no snow. We heard a concert from Kansas City by radio.—W alter 
H. Parlier. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been saying The Prayer of Faith to help me 
in my school work. I love Wee Wisdom and I read my books over and over. 
I learn some of the poems by heart.—Udora Sampson. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Edward Tate; Lawrence Tate; William B. Nippert; Ruth Bell; Florence 
Bell; Evelyn B. Payne; Margaret Suthern; Lauretta Banks; Adele Banks; 
Barbara Brittain; Hannah E. Booth; Leroy Stevens; Elizabeth Jackson: 
Madeline Cudmore; Timmy Tauriello; Emily Tauriello; Angeline Tauriello; 
Katherine Tauriello; Josephine Tauriello; Carmela Cuviello; Salvator Sevill; 
Mildred Schoder; Ruth Sanders; Esther Berken; Virginia Rader; Annie L. 
Tyler; Helen Simmons. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 
Ethel Perry: health; Adina Straughn: patience; John Abel: health for 
father; Raymond Smith: school work; Olive Toner: improvement in eyes; 
Thelma L. Offutt: return of dog; Mildred Prabert: health for sister, grand- 
mother, and self; Dorothy D. Hutchinson: success in school work and in mak- 
ing new friendship; Zelda Harrison: health; Catherine Bouden; Helen Simmons: 
health and prosperity for family and that she may stop telling lies. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 

William B. Nippert, 2917 N. Normandie ave., Los Angeles, Calif.; 
Ruby Massey, 526 Harahan, Paducah, Ky,; Ethel Perry, box 133, Dalton, 
Ill.; Ruth Bell and Florence Bell, Centerburg, Ohio; Evelyn B. Payne, 272 
Boud. Raspail, Paris, France; Mildred York, rfd box 71, Templeton, Calif. ; 
Edna Mae Hansen, 302 F st., Oakland, Calif.; John Wm. Huntman, 201 
East Main st., Staunton, IIl.; Florence Keether, Newark, Mo.; Olive Toner, 
452 4th ave., Newark, N. J.; Emily Hopkins, 423 Rosedale st., Pittsburg, Pa.; 
Florence Jones, p. o. box 47, Winehaven, Calif.; Beulah West, 2156 W. 
North ave., Chicago, Ill.; Nettie Dow, 385 Shawmut ave., Boston, Mass. 
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Yow 


Dear Wees: 
I have been talking with the secretary of the Good Words Club. 


I asked her how many children are enrolled as members of the 
club, and she said that there must be several thousand. Here at Unity 
we are very glad that so many of you have joined the club. 

Good words are the best helps in life. To begin using them now 
will get us into the habit of using them in days to come. Their use 
makes friends for us of all people and makes us friends to all people. 

We often say that a word is like a seed, because it has in 
it something that will grow. After a seed is planted it grows into 
a weed, a flower, or a stalk of grain. What the seed grows into 
depends on the kind of seed that we put into the ground. When we 
speak a word, the living part of it brings something into our lives. If 
the word has been good, it brings good. 

It would be a great thing if every Wee in the world should learn 
to use only good words. If he should do this, the world would soon 
show more goodness than ever before. 

Think of all the Wees, all over the world, as being little gar- 
deners. With their lips always speaking good, true words, they would 
be planting the good seed. Always thinking good words, they would 
be hoeing and watering the plants in their gardens. Then day by day 
they would gather their harvest of good. The harvest would make 
them rich with healthy bodies, clear minds, kind deeds. 

It would be a splendid thing if every reader of Wee Wisdom 
should begin now to speak only good words. That would carry the 
good planting into all parts of the world; then quickly in all parts of the 
world the rich harvest would begin. 

Any Wee who wishes to join the Good Words Club may write 
to the secretary, who will be happy to enroll hundreds of names daily. 
In this issue of Wee Wisdom we are giving you a picture of the pledge 
card and the membership pin. But even if you do not care to join the 
club, I am going to ask you to think about the kind of words you use; 
I am going to ask you to use only good, true words, so that you can 
be a gardener and a reaper of good. 


With love, 


Hho Editor 
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OUR PERFECT BROTHER; THE BOY 


When we think of Jesus the Christ we usually think of him as 
the great Master whose wonderful works have lived in the history of 
the world as the most splendid deeds that ever were done among man- 
kind. 

But I like to think of him as our Perfect Brother whose greatness 
was so gentle and so modest as to make him dear to all the people who 
knew him. There have been many celebrated heroes and many 
world conquerors, but I know of no one aside from our Perfect 
Brother whose greatness was of a quality to win more and more the 
love of the world as centuries pass. Sometimes I think of him as the 
sweetly human One. 

I like to think of him as the laughing, crowing, baby boy; how he 
kicked up dimpled heels, and learned to hold out his tiny hands to 
coax some one to take him from his bed and play with him, and all 
the other dear little tricks of a healthy, growing baby. He had won- 
derful eyes, I think; doors that sometimes opened to let the light of 
heaven shine through in the faces of those who looked at him, and I 
am sure that his ways were so sweet that all the neighbors spoke ten- 
derly of him. 

I like to think of him as learning how to walk; how sometimes he 
held to his mother’s fingers or sometimes caught at pieces of furniture to 
steady his short, uncertain steps; how they placed him against the 
wall and made a mark to show how tall he was, and Joseph measured 
his height with a carpenter’s square. I think of the funny twists that he 
gave his words in learning to talk. ‘There were times when he would go 
away from the others, drop down on the floor, and be very still. Then 
his face would show something that no one understood, a look as if he 
were listening within himself, trying to remember what was just beyond 
the grasp of his consciousness. Thinking of him in this way, I better 
know what he meant, when as a teacher he said: “Suffer the little chil- 
dren to come unto me.” The Christ is the glory within, and children 
always are near enough to the Christ to hear his voice and to touch his 
shining brightness. 
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I like to think of him as a hearty, lively lad. He went to school 
and learned, according to the customs of his time and race. He joined 
in games with other boys; he enjoyed the open, and he was hungry at 
mealtime. He wasa real boy. But the mystery that made him listen, 
that kept just a little out of the reach of memory, grew stronger; he 
felt that he knew, but not yet did the mystery speak clearly to him. 

My last picture of his childhood centers about a trip which he 
took with his parents, to the city of Jerusalem. There he saw the 
temple of the great Solomon, and the impressive ceremonies of the 
priests before the altars. He heard the thrilling story of the passover, 
when the firstborn in each family of his race was spared from the 
destruction that desolated the homes of the Egyptian oppressors. He 
heard again of the mighty works of the prophets and others favored of 
the one God. And, as he looked and listened, the mystery found a 
voice in which to speak understandingly to him. That was the hour 
in which He first knew Himself. 

When his parents found him, after much searching, he explained 
why he was in the temple and not in the company of his relatives who 
were returning home. And now the picture of him is most distinct: 
A slender, upstanding boy of twelve; deep-colored eyes of exceeding 
clearness; a face aglow as with a light shining within; a voice as of 
April birds in leafing tree: 

“O my dear mother and father, please understand; I now know 
why I am your son, for I have found our Father, and I have a work to 
do in his house.” 


y Each blessing that I claim as 


mine 
‘ Is given me by love divine. 
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Lesson 11, Marcu 16, 1924. 
THE REIGN OF DAVID.—II Samuel 7:18-26; 8:14b, 15. 
GOLDEN TEXT—/ delight to do thy will, O my God.—Psalms 40:8. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this lesson we find the will, which is stubborn and selfish, overcome 
by love. As Saul came to trouble and unhappiness, our wills, when they 
forget to let God lead them, always bring us to things that are not 
pleasant. 

In our hearts, no matter how willful we become, is always a spark 
of divine love. It may be small at first, as David was only a boy when he 
was anointed king, but by the strength of God it grows mighty. 

The only one in Israel whom God wanted to follow Saul as king, was 
David. Love is the only power that can soften the will and bring it back 
to God’s ways. Love not only overcomes the will, but it is so mighty 
that it can overthrow the giants of evil, as David overcame Goliath. 

Sometimes our thoughts that have been following the will are not 
willing at first to let love rule them. They may even try to crush love out of 
our lives, and cause it to hide itself from them. But when the time comes 
for love to take the lead, it comes forth and guides our thoughts to the Lord. 

Love is a victorious leader. When our thoughts are filled with love, 
the enemies that would do us harm can have no power over us. Love is 
always on the side of right and always depends on God's help to win its 
battles. 

One of the first things that love wants to do, when it takes charge of our 
thinking, is to prepare a place in which God may live. Love knows that 
our bodies are temples of God, and it wants them to be beautiful and whole. 


=> 


WEE WISDOM 31 


Many things that Saul did were good; many things which our wills 
may tell us to do are good. But love must take the place of will and must 
be allowed to guide our thoughts if we would do what God wishes us to do. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What power can soften the will? 
Is love weak, or is it mighty > 
When our thoughts are filled with love, what happens? 
What are the temples of God? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ will put aside my will and will let love rule 
all my thoughts. 


MEMORY VERSE 


My thoughts of love and peace shall be 
More mighty than the sword; 

I'll use the best of them to build 
A temple for the Lord. 


Lesson 12, Marcu 23, 1924. 
THE REIGN OF SOLOMON.—II Chron. 1:7-12; I Kings 11:6-11. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—The fear of Jehovah is the beginning of knowledge. 
—Prov. 1:7. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


We have seen how our thoughts (for which the children of Israel 
stand) need to get away from the rule of the will (Saul) and to let love 
(David) be king over them. Now we come to another great need in our 
lives. Love wins many victories and drives out from our minds many evil 
thoughts, but love must go hand in hand with the wisdom which comes from 
God. We do not ask God that we may know only the things which we 
learn from books and from other people; we ask for an understanding heart, 
which will teach us the deep things of God. When we get the inner wisdom, 
health and riches and all other good come to us, because the wisdom of 
God brings them to us as nothing else will. 

Love has the vision to build a beautiful temple in which God may 
dwell, and love draws to itself many of those things from which a temple 
may be built. But to have charge of such a great work, love needs the 
help of wisdom. In building our bodies as temples of God, we must be wise 
about what we eat and about how we treat our bodies, and especially 
about the way in which we think. 

We also need peaceful minds while we are building our temples. If 
our whole thought is fixed upon the perfection of God, he gives us peace from 
our enemies. The building of Solomon’s temple without the noise of ax or 
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hammer shows us that our temples should be built without permitting jarring 
thoughts to hinder the great work. The only way to keep such thoughts out 
is to fix our minds upon God and his goodness. 

God does not punish his children when they turn from him, but their 
own evil acts bring them trouble and sorrow and lose them leadership over 


their bodies and their thoughts. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What must go hand in hand with God? 
What does an understanding heart teach us? 
What temples of God do we build? 


How do we keep jarring thoughts out of our minds? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ desire an understanding heart, that love and 
wisdom may rule my life. 


MEMORY VERSE 


In building God’s great temple 
I'll let love have a part, 

And also pray that I may have 
An understanding heart. 


Lesson 13, Marcu 30, 1924. 
REVIEW: ABRAHAM TO SOLOMON. 


GoLpDEN TEXT— 


Jehovah is merciful and gracious, 
Slow to anger and abundant in lovingkindness.—Psalms 103:8. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The story of the early history of the children of Israel gives us a good 
picture of the growth of our thoughts. 

Beginning with our first thoughts about God, we go through a time of 
darkness, like the Israelites did in Egypt. Then God gives strength to our 
highest thoughts, to lead us to freedom. Often we have to wander in the 
wilderness of doubt before we reach a point where our thoughts have become 
strong and sure. In such times our only hope is in God. 

To overcome most of the error thoughts which may be in our minds, we 
need to gather our thoughts together under the right kind of leader. Some- 
times one leader is needed to help us most, and at other times other leaders 
are needed. This is shown by the different judges which the children of 
Israel had; a judge was always found for them when they asked God 
for help. 

After a time in our lives when we have had different leaders in our 
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thoughts, our minds turn more and more to God. Then he sends us a 
Samuel thought (which means a thought that is called of God) and we are 
ruled by it. The God-called thought rules us all the time unless we become 
selfish and demand that our wills rule us. Our wills always lead us into 
trouble, and then we need love to help us out. Following the reign of love 
in our lives, we find that our thoughts of love and wisdom work together 
to build perfect minds and perfect bodies for God. 

All the things that happened to the children of Israel happen to us in 
some way, and the lessons that we have had show how we grow from dark- 
ness to peace. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does the wandering of the Israelites show us in our lives? 
What kind of thought does Samuel stand for? 
What helps us out of trouble when we are ruled by the will? 
What does love need to help it build a perfect temple? 


LEsson THOUGHT—My highest thought will be to build a temple 
for God. 


MEMORY VERSE 


Out of the darkness, 
Into the light, 

God ever leads me 
And guides me aright. 


Lesson 14, ApriL 6, 1924. 
THE KINGDOM RENT ASUNDER.—I Kings 12:12-20. 


GoLDEN TExT—Pride goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit 
before a fall_—Prov. 16:18. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The breaking up of the kingdom of Israel because the people did not 
keep God’s laws shows us how our thoughts become divided when part of 
them are willing to do what God wishes us to do, and others of them try 
to get along without God. And as our thoughts become divided, our 
health and our happiness are not so great. Some of our thoughts stay close 
to God; these are the thoughts which make us well and happy. But the 
thoughts that are not of God let disease and sorrow come into our lives. We 
are well part of the time and unwell part of the time, so long as our thoughts 
are divided. 

Rehoboam, the son of Solomon, should have used the wisdom that 
came to him from his father. Instead of doing this, he listened to the words 


| 

j 

{ 


34 WEE WISDOM 


of the young men about him, and in that way he brought great trouble upon 
himself and upon the people of Israel. 

It was not so much that the men who first gave him good advice were 
old in years. They had been with his father, and they had learned some 
of the wisdom that God gave to Solomon, so the good advice that they gave 
to Rehoboam was from God. We let our thoughts of God get old and then 
we often listen to the younger thoughts that have come into our minds from 
the things about us, rather than listen to the older thoughts that are filled with 
wisdom. 

God never lets his children lose all their thoughts of him, so while Re- 
hoboam’s folly made the people angry and caused them to make Jero- 
boam king, God still allowed Solomon’s son to rule over a part of the land. 
The tribe of Judah, over which he still was king, was the tribe from which 
Jesus came. It stands for the highest thoughts in us, by which we shall be 
saved from all of our troubles. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does the breaking up of the kingdom of Israel show us> 
Where did the old men get their wisdom? 
Does God let his children lose all their good thoughts? 
For what in us does the tribe of Judah stand? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ will heed the wisdom of those who are close . 
to God. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I will not heed the words of those 
Who are not wise and true; 
But I will learn from God’s own voice 


The things that I should do. 


Lesson 15, Aprit 13, 1924. 


ELIJAH AND THE STRUGGLE WITH BAAL.—I Kings 18: 
20-24, 36-39. 


GOLDEN TEXT—No man can serve two masters . . . Ye cannot 
serve God and mammon.—Matt. 6:24. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


When we study about the children of Israel we are really studying 
about our own thoughts. For a long time our thoughts may be upon the 
things of God and may be guided by love and wisdom just as the children 
of Israel were ruled by David and Solomon. But quite often, like the 
Israelites, our thoughts forget that God is our only supply and help and 
happiness, and they stray away and think that having a good time and nice 
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clothes and much money will make us happy and contented. But after 
our thoughts have strayed far away from God—which is just the same as 
the Israelites’ worshiping strange gods and following the prophets of 
Baal—we become unhappy and discontented. Then we turn to the 
strange gods and think that more clothes or more money will make us con- 
tented and happy again, but we find that our strange gods cannot help us 
and we are more unhappy than ever. 

God is always with us ready to help us in every need; when we call 
on him, as Elijah did, he gives us good pure thoughts which burn the 
error thoughts out of our minds and we then know that there is only one 
God. As God fed Elijah in the wilderness and at the home of the widow, 
so he feeds our higher thoughts, in order that they may grow strong and 
be able to lead our other thoughts back to Him. We do not have to know 
just the way in which God will give us the things that we need, but if we 
trust in him as Elijah did, the good things will come to us. 

God never wants his good thoughts to leave our minds; when it be- 
comes time for one good thought of God to leave, he always raises another 
good thought in our hearts to keep us close to him. This we learn from the 
way in which he chose Elisha to follow Elijah in leading the children of 
Israel. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What happens to us when our thoughts stray from God? 
What do good, pure thoughts do for us? 
Who feeds our higher thoughts? 


Do we have to know just how things will come to us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ will let nothing draw my thoughts away from 
God. 


MEMORY VERSE 


God sends me thoughts that are pure, 
Which burn all the error away; 
He'll lead me and fill every need, 
If close to his teaching I stay. 
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Good 


ln, 
~ 


ur “beds, 


D luchells<¢ 


Time for you to wake once more; y 


To tap upon your doom 


FOR YOUNG ARTISTS TO COLOR 


Have a box of water color paints and a good brush. Mix tints on a white 
palette or tray and be careful to match colors before applying them to picture. 
In every paint box there will be found at least the three primary colors— 
yellow, red, and blue, from which all other colors can be made. Begin at the 
upper left hand corner and work downward. Use enough water to make the 
paint flow freely from the brush. Do not put the brush in your mouth. Keep 
brushes clean when not in use, as they will last longer and work better. Tint 
flowers light blue, leaves green; made by mixing blue and yellow. Fairy’s 
wings pink and violet (made by mixing red and blue). Flesh color made with 
a little red and yellow mixed. 
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THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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CORNER. 


GRUBBY GRUMBLES 


The March hare, who had squatted by a clump of dry grass, 
felt a tickle behind his left ear. Now of course it is not exactly polite 
to scratch, but one must admit that it is satisfying. At any rate the 
March hare raised his left hind foot to his left ear, in the neat way he 
has, when behold! the tickle was transferred to his right ear. Down 
went the left hind leg, and up came the right one. But no sooner 
had it touched his right ear than the annoyance commenced behind his 
left ear again. The March hare was fairly on the way to becoming 
exasperated when he felt the tickle in his tail, and, looking over his 
shoulder, saw the smallest, dirtiest kind of brown man sitting there. 
Quickly the little man leaped to his feet, and running up the March 
hare’s back, jumped off his nose and landed right in front of him. 

““Now don’t be grumpy,” the little man said. 

““Y ou mischievous little imp,”” answered the hare; “I ought to lope 
off and leave you, but I’m glad to see you, Grubby. With that wind 
whirling around, most folks prefer staying at homme and I have been 
lonesome. But why are you not at work?” 

“Oh, my word! Must I work all the time? Anyway, I had 
just as well be in mischief continually, for all the credit I get.” 

“Credit!” cried the astonished March hare. ‘““Why, we all know 
how helpful and useful you are.” 

“T know,” said Grubby, contritely; “I wasn’t thinking of any of 
you. I mean the humans, and especially the ones who write stories. 
They always tell about the pretty fairies. They sing about the glisten- 
ing snow fairies and the fire fairies, with their orange and blue dresses. 
They draw pictures of the pink love fairies, and the green wood elves, 
but of me and my family, never a word.” 

““W ell—er—of course you know—” the March hare raised his 
left hind leg to his left ear. There was not a bit of a tickle this time, 
but he was perplexed, and felt that in some way scratching might help. 
“Go ahead and say it!”’ shrilled the brown man. “Of course I’m 
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dirty. In fact I am well aware that there is a smudge of dirt on my 
nose this instant—” 

“T had not noticed it,” protested the hare. 

“Tf all these spick-and-span fairies grubbed around underground 
all day prodding sleepy seeds as I do, they might not be so beautiful. 
The first thing in the morning, after I have had my dew bath, I am not 
so bad. 

“Of course you are not so bad,” soothed the hare; “and by the 
way, I have always wanted to ask you how you get those sluggish- 
looking seeds to start.” 

“Well, if you really are interested, I'll tell you. I simply get 
very close to them, and whisper.” 

““Yes,”” encouraged the March hare, putting his ears up that he 
might hear better, “‘and what do you whisper >” 

“Different things to different seeds,” was the answer. “To a 
radish seed, for instance, I.whisper: “Grow fast and remember that you 
are to become round and red and fat—now go!’ ” 

“Do you have to remind them often>?”’’ asked the interested hare. 

“Indeed, I do. I make the rounds in my territory about three 
times a day. Rather strenuous, but I like it, especially after I get them 
all to growing.” 

“T should think so!” exclaimed the hare. “Why, you should be 
as happy as anything, to be doing so much good.” 

“T usually am,” admitted Grubby, “but what I’d like to know is, 
what the lovely lady fairy, who lives in the heart of the rose, would 
do if I didn’t keep urging the rose to do its best. Then the fairies 
who slide down on the sunbeams—how lonesome and strange they 
would feel, with no sunflowers in which to cuddle. People would 
not like the snow fairies so well if I hadn’t helped the seeds to grow so 
that there would be plenty of vegetables and fruits and grains for 
winter.” 

“You are absolutely right,” put in the March hare, when the 
little man stopped for breath, “and now that I notice it, that smudge 
on your nose is really becoming—a mark of your calling, as it were.” 

The tiny man laughed. “No one could be unhappy around you,” 
he said. “‘Now I must get back to work, but some day when I have 
time, I want to ask you a question. I heard a little girl ask her mother 
if there really is a mad hatter, and I immediately thought of you.” 

The March hare looked thoughtful. “There is and there isn’t,” 
he said, looking over his shoulder. “‘Some day I shall explain.”” And 
he loped away, with now and then an especially long jump, as though 
the March wind were helping him along by picking him up and 
putting him down farther on. 
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psa FOR CHILDREN 


WEE WISDOM'S WAY 


Might be called a family storybook, 
because everybody in the home can 
enjoy it, from the smallest child to the 
grandparents. Children can probably 
learn more about right living from this 
H book than from any other book pub- 
lished. The story tells about a whole 
| household that is made over by Truth 
teachings. Beautifully bound and il- 

lustrated copy. $1.50; paper, 75 cents. 


WEE WISDOM PICTURE 
BOOK—Volume III 

Made up of poems which have ap- 
peared in Wee Wisdom during the last 
year. If you like verses with just the 
right swing to them, and brightly col- 
ored pictures—dozens of them—to 
make the meaning of the verses very 
clear, then this is the book for you, 
and for your young cousins and friends. 
Notice the cover picture. Price, $1.50. 


THE GARDEN, THE GATE, 
AND THE KEY 
Little readers who received this book 


as a Christmas present are charmed 
with it. The story, that of a 
quest by three little girls, is one. that 
holds the interest to the very last. 
This is the prettiest and the most beau- 
tifully illustrated book that Unity has 
ever put out. Eight full page pictures 
in color. Price, $1.50. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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CIRCLE PUZZLE 


Cut out the three circles. Turn them so that the three letters in 
each triangle, reading from the outside to the center, spell a word. 
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PUSSY WILLOWS 


This morning Buddy and I went to 
see the pussy willows. They grow ina 
hollow, where the sun shines warmer 
than it does in any other place. 

We went across the south meadow. 
Buddy calls it the city of the bobolinks, 
because so many bobolinks have their 
homes there in summer. 

q Boon went with us. Hescaredupa 
a rabbit, and ran after it. Buddy said for 
4 me not to be afraid that the rabbit 
would be caught, because it could run 
faster than Boon. The rabbit hid in 
some rocks, where Buddy said it had its 
home, and Boon came back to us. 


The pussies on the willows are larger 
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than they were last week. They areso 
silky that I like to pet them with my 
fingers. 

We took home a branch of the large 
one, and Buddy stuck some of the 
pussies on a white paper. Then he 
drew a head and a tail for each, and 
called them ‘‘Cute Cats.”’ 


He gave me the picture, to go in my 
playhouse. 
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Up comes the morning sun so bright; 


It paints my nursery wall 


With shiny gold and yellow light, 
And I am in it all. 


Up in my little bed I sit, 
All in a golden sea. 
A sunbeam crown falls on my head, 


And makes a king of me! 
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A golden shower is falling now; 
The gold is everywhere: 

Upon the bureau and the floor, 
And on my bedside chair. 


But soon the golden light is gone, 
My crown goes with it, too; 

And I must dress for school and play, 
J ust as | always do. 
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Pretending 


Ida M Thomas 
He didn't like to do it, 


But he knew it must be done; 
So he went to work upon it, 
Pretending it was fun. 


It was splitting up some kindling 
For his mother's kitchen fire; 
His arms swung like a giant's 


And the pile grew swiftly higher. 


And the task that he had dreaded 
Was accomplished ere he knew 
1t. 


Pretending that ‘twas easy, 
He rather liked to do it. 
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MARCH 
BLANCHE 
Wildly over the somber earth 
Heaven's winds dance, 
Calling hoarsely the order 
forth : 


“Soldiers, advance!” 


Slowly the army underground 
Wakes and uncurls; 
Softly then obeys the com- 
mand 


That the wind hurls. 
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MORNING 


March winds 
Blow, I find, 
Cobwebs 


From my mind. 


NIGHT 
Blow, winds; 


I know you 
Bring thoughts 
Clean and true. 


True thoughts 
Take their place; 
Joy shines 


In my face. 
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